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WGLFVILLE LIED WJffiN

WJASKEY BILLY DIED.

Being Mr. Dan Quin's NarratiVe of a

Memorable Time in the Jiistory
of the Cattlemen of

That Section.
"Lies In the lump that. away," said the

Old Cattleman, apropos of some slight
discussion we were engaged in, "is bad,
an' make no doubt about it.that is, lies
which is told malevolent.
"Now thar's a sort of rannikaboo liar

on earth, an' I don't mind him nor his
fabrications none whatever. That's one

of these yere amiable gents who's merely
almin' to entertain you, an' sorter spreads
himse'f an' gets plumb excursive in con¬

versation, castin' loose from facts as vain
things onworthy of him.
"Thar used to be a mendacious party

who projects 'round Wolfville for awhile.
if I don't misrecollect he gets plugged
etandin' up a through stage, final.who is
wont to He so that we calls him 'Lyin
Charlie.' But it's only meant to entertain
you. Charlie is never really tryin' to get
you on a wrong trail to your harm.
"We all likes Charlie excellent; but of

course when he takes to the hills as a

hold-up, somebody has to down him; an',
as I remarks, my mem'ry on that is, they
do an' don't overlook no duty none in
that behalf.
"What for lies would this yere Charlie

tell? Well, f'r instance, Charlie once re¬

gales me with a vivid picture of how he
backs into a corner an' pulls his lonely
gun on twenty men, all bad. This yere
was over in Albuquerque, so Charlie im¬
parts to me. An' he goes on dilatin' to
the effect that he stops six of 'em for
good with the six loads in his weepon, an'
then makes it a stand-off with the re-

mainin' fourteen with the empty gun.
"Which it's reason an' likewise fact that

sech tales as that is merest figments on

their face; to say nothin' of the hist'ry
of the camp of Albuquerque.the same
bein' something whereon I'm plenty
posted.don't speak of no sech holacoast,
none whatever.

'But, as I says, what of it? Pore
L.vin' Charlie.he's dead now like I mentions
goin' for the Wells-Pargo boxes once too
frequent.is only out to entertain me
when he onfurls how lucky an' how
murderous he is that time at Albuquerque.
He's simply whllin' the hours away. An'
so far from us beln' distrustful of Lyin'
Charlie on account tharof, or holdin' of
him low because he lets his facts stam¬
pede and get away from him, once we sav-

iim it makes him pop'lar.
"Speakln* of lyin', and bein' we're on

the subject, it aint too much to state
that thar's a heap of occasions when lyin'
is not only proper but good. It's the
thing to do frequent.
"Comin' to cases an* pausln' to re¬

flect, the world's been sorter civilized by
the lies that's told, an' I reckon If every¬
body was to turn in right now an' tell
nothin' but the truth for the next ten
hours thar would a heap of folks be hard
to find at the close of our mutual confi¬
dences. An' places where rich cities now
flourish would be deserted wastes an' soli¬
tudes without so much as a brick or stone
left standin' on another. Yes, as I says,
now I gets plumb cogitative about it, an'
attempt on a world's part to answer
truthfully every query slammed at it for,
say, ten hours, might result in what book
writers call 'a general an' dreadful up¬
heaval.' But we lets that pass as plumb
speculative.
"As my mlud is led back along the

trail, I recalls an hour when the whole
Wolfville outfit lets go all holds to turn
In an; lie. Not only talk lies, but act 'em;
an' T^nright an' Doc Peets, as well as
Moore an' Tutf an' Boggs, to say nothin'
of myse'f an' Cherokee Hall, an' the rest
of the round-up, gets in on the play.
"Which every gent of us standa pat on

them fictions to this yere day, an' de¬
clines forgiveness^tharfor. Moreover, we're
ready to play the same system agin, given
a similar layout an' deal.
"The need of all this falsehood has its

first seeds when a drunken little party
comes staggerin' into camp from Bed Dog.
Which this sot is not a stranger to us at
the time, though he holds his revels an'
his residence in Red Dog mostly, an' he
goes In Wolfvllle by the name of 'Whiskey
Billy.' If he has a last name, which It is
likely he has, either we never hears it or

It don't abide with us. So, as I says, he
gets his nosepaint an' wearies folks in
Wolfvllle as 'Whiskey Billy,' an' nothln'
added tharto.
"This yere partlc'ler date when he con¬

fers on us his companionship, Whiskey
Billy is shore the drunkest I ever sees. He
jest saveys enough to pull his freight from
Red Dog; an' I reckons it's the work of a

lucid Interval at that.
"Whiskey Billy aint brightened Wolfvllle

with his society more 'n an hour.he only
gets one drink with us.when he lapses into
the deliriums. An', son, he shorely has 'em
bad.
"It looks like that Red Dog whiskey is

special malignant that away. I've seed
gents who has the tremors before ever

Whiskey Billy emits that yelp in the Red
Light, an' allows the barkeep is a mountain
Hon, an' layin' for him f'rocious. But I'm
yere to remark, an' ready to enforce my
statements with money, I never views no
case which is a four-spot to Whiskey
Billy's.
"Why, It gets so before he cashes in.

which he does after frothin' at the mouth
for seven days, an' Boggs, an' Tutt, an'
Jack Moore all ridin' herd onto him an'
holdin' him down in his blankets all the
time.that if Whiskey Billy goes to take
a drink of water the beverage turns to
hair, so he can't libate none whatever. If
he sees anything to eat it goes Into a
stingin' lizard, or a Gila monster, or some

tile; an' Billy, 'stead of chewin' on It, jest
r'ares back an' yells.
"As I intimates, he gives way to these

errors about his food an' drink for mebby
seven days, when Billy nacherally starves
to death to the relief of all concerned.
"It's most likely the second day after

Billy's begun seein' things, an' we've cor¬
ralled Billy In a wickey-up out back of the
dance hall, when Doc Peets, who's dealin'
the medical game for him, is in the. Red
Light, absorbin' his forty drops.
" 'This yere riotous patient of mine,'

says Peets, as he leans on the bar an' talks
general an' free to all, 'this noisy party
whom you now hears callin' Dan Boggs a

rattlesnake, bein' misled to that extent by
Red Dog liquor, has a ca'm moment about
first drink time this mornin', an' beseeches
me to send for his mother. As a gent has
a perfect right to dictate his own game, I
dispatches a telegram to the lady he
names, sendin' of the same by Old Monte
to be ticked to said female's habitat from
Tucson. I reckons she gets it by now. As
Old Monte an' the stage has been in Tucson
an hour, an' as 'lectricity Is some sudden
as a means, as I says, I takes It Whiskey
Billy's mother is Informed by now he's
askln' for her presence."

" 'Which If he's callin' an' honln' for his
mother that away,' says Texas Thompson,
who's at the bar with Peets, 'you can gam¬
ble he's a goner. You can allers tell when
a gent's down to his last chip an' gettln'
ready to quit this game of Hvln' for good;
he never fails to want to see his mother.'
" 'That's, whatever,' says Enright. 'Like

Texas I holds that sech desires on the part
of Whiskey Billy p'ints to the present at-
ta6k of Red Dog p'isen, whjreof he suf¬
fers, as markln' the beginnin' of the end.'
" 'Bein' he's plumb locoed,' remarks Doc

Peets, after Texas an' Enright expresses
themselves, 'I takes the liberty to rustle
them clothes of Billy's for signs. I devel¬
ops letters from this yere near ancestor
he's clamorin' for as shows she's as fine
an old lady as ever makes a moccasin
track. From the way she writes to him
I makes out all easy enough he's been send-

sort of livin', creepln' rep-

Jfye $tory of a Bad
BY BILL NYE.

Many years ago there lived In New
Haven a very bad boy. He was born one
hundred and forty-five yeara ago, and he
la now dead, so I feel at liberty to write
his biography. Sometimes It la perfectly
tiresome waiting for a man to die, so that
you will feel safe In saying what you
think of him; but If he happens to be a

large, robust man, It certainly pays to do
It.
This boy was known far and wide as

thn mwuest and notoriously, hopelessly
ba<fr In Connect!-rat. No other boy
made any claims whatever when he was

around, mid for years he carried the belt.
He knew all the little, fine tricks of mean¬
ness and cruelty at the age of twelve years
that it generally takes a life-time to ac¬
quire. When others worked hard all day
to devise new kinds of wickedness, and
lay on their stomachs nights, by the light'
of a pine knot, and patiently worked out
the more difficult problems of meanness
and lawlessness, this lad seemed to breathe
It all In the very air. His wonderful
genius as a successful bad boy was re¬
marked by those who did not know him
at all. He was a prodigy of wickedness, a
miracle of meanness.

He loved to get little boys into his hands
and then duck them or scare them out of
their senses. He succeeded in crippling
leveral little schoolmates, and one day
blew out the teacher's eye with a cannon
firecracker. He loved 4to see his little
friends fall Into his traps, and very few of
his intimate friends succeeded dying a
natural death.
I could go on page after page telliag of

the funny pranks of this bad boy, if I
chose to, anc. It would make jyou laugh

until the tears ran down your cheeks to
read how he tilled the asylum, the hospital
and the cemetery with his friends.
Whenever any of the neighbors' dogs

saw this humorous boy they would conceal
their tails as far as possible and go to
Canada till the bad boy had grown up or
died.
He was a great lover of fun, and in one

evening so scared three little girls with
a skull covered with phosphorus and
worked by machinery, that they had fits all
their lives. He knew more ways to pro-
dues a laugh and scare a child into
Spasms than any boy of his age in Con¬
necticut.and you must remember that this
was.over a hundred years ago when boys
didn't have the advantages they have now.
Everybody said this boy would certainly
come to some bad end. He could not es¬
cape, they thought. No boy could possibly
be so lawless and so disagreeable and
still amount to anything. There were
thousands of straitlaced. Puritanical croak¬
ers who said that the boy would sink
to nothing whatever, or lnnd in the peni¬
tentiary. He said, however, that he was

just sowing his wild oats* and that when
he got his crop in he proposed to reform
and make his mark. *

Year after year he lived on, as full of
the "old scratch" as ever. Now and then
he woiud burn a barn, just to see the
cattle scatter and watch the old farmer
hustle out in his,shirt with a pail of
water.
But observe how the prophecies of his

neighbors failed. It ought to encourage
every bad boy In the country to-day whose
relatives and friends speak harshly of him.
This lad at last grew to be a man and
was known all over the civilized world.

The Big Chimpanzee Writing to the Journal.
in' her some romances about how he's
doin' well an' is at this time pervadin'
'round lookin' for a place to locate him-
se'f as a lawyer. Now I don't figger she's
the slightest Idee he's nothin' more'n a

ragged, busted drunkard; no good to him-
se'f an' fit only for Red Dog an' to get
killed by Red Dog whiskey. Lookin' at it
that away,' concloods Peets, some thought¬
ful, 'I was wonderin' whether I don't
make a crazy hoss play, sendin' this yere
old lady them summons to come.'
" 'When she gets yere, if she comes,'^ays

Enrlght, beginnin' to take a heap of sym¬
pathetic interest, 'when she finds out about
Whiskey Billy, It's goin' to break her heart.
Of course, she mebby can't come, which Is
shorely to be hoped.'
" 'You can gamble a pony she comes,'

says Thompson. 'If it was a wife now like
mine.which goes ropin' 'round for a di¬
vorce over in Laredo recent; an', by the
way, she ties it down, too.thar might be
a chance out agin' the advent of this yere
lady. But bein' she's his mother, she's
bound to come.'
" 'I don't reckon thar's no doubt of it,

neither,' replies Enright, drawin' a sigh;
'which bein' the case, we've got to organize.
This camp's got to turn in when she gets
here, an' deloode that pore old mother into
the belief that her son Billy's been the
prop an' shinin' light of Arizona, an' that
his cuttin' off is a blow to the age wherein
we lives.'
" 'Mighty likely,' says Doc Peets, 'we

gets a message from her tomorry, when
Old Monte trails in. That'll tell us what
to expect. I'm like you-alls, however; I
don't allow thar's a morsel of doubt
about that mother comin'.'
" 'Which I shorely hope she does,' says

Thompson, 'an' I yereby drinks to it, an'
urges every gent present likewise. If thar's
a thing on earth melts me it's 6ne
of them gray-haired old ladies. Young
females that away is all right, an',
it's plumb nacheral for a gent
to be curious an' pleased tharwith,
but I never does track up with an old
lady, white-h'ared an' motherly, mind you,
but I takes off my sombrero an' says:
"You'll excuse me, marm, but I wants to
trespass o# your tinle long enough to ask

your pardon for llvln'." That's right.
that's the way I feels; plumb religious at
the mere sight of 'em. The same bein'
true, I'm sayin' that this yere Whiskey
Billy's mother can't trail in too soon nor

stay too long for Texas Thompson.'
" 'Every gent I reckons feels all simi¬

lar,' says Peets. 'An old lady that away
is the one plumb splendid thing the Lord
ever made. I knows a gent over back of
Prescott, an' the Eight of a good old
woman would stop his nose paint for a

week. Wouldn't touch a drop nor play
a card, this party wouldn't, for a week
after he cuts the trail of somebody's old
mother. He allows It revives mem'ries
of his own, an' that he alnt out to mix
no sech visions with faro-banks an' whis¬
key bottles.'
" 'An' I applauds this yere Prescott

person's views,' says Texas Thompson,
'an' would have been proud to know the
gent.'
"How long, Peets,' says Euright, whose

been thinkin' hard and serious, an' makes a

break at once, 'how long before this yere
Whiskey Billy's mother's goin' to be in our

midst?'
" 'It'll be about a week, shore,' answers

Peets. 'She's away back the other side of
the Alleghenies.'
"When Monte comes rumblin' an' whippin'

along the next day, thar's the missive by
telegraph from Whiskey Billy's mother.
She's a comin' shore. This yere locoed
Billy is so plumb in the air mental he never

does know It, an' he dies ten hours before
tihe old lady comes in.
"But Wolfville was ready. That's the

houi* as I says when the whole band simply
suspends everything to lie. Whiskey Billy
Is organized in Doc Peets's best raiment,
so, as Peets says, he looks professional,
like a law man should. Bein' as we devotes
to Billy all the water the windmill can

draw in an hour, thar's no doubt about it,
the corpse is the cleanest man in cannp.
You bet, he was a pattern of neatness.
"Enright.an' thar never is any gent who

gets ahead of that old silver tip.takin'
the word from Peets in advance, sends
over to Tucson for a coffin as fine as the
dance hall piano, an' it comes along with
Old Monte jest the stage ahead of Billy's
mother. When she does get thar, Billy's
all laid out handsome an' tranquil iii the
dinin' room 'of the O. K. Hotel, an' the
rest of us is eatin' supper in the street.
It looks plumb selfish to go crowdin' a

he'pless remainder that away, an' him
gettin' ready to quit the earth for good;
so the dinin' room bein' small, an' the
corpse really needin' the space, as I says,
the rest of- us vamoses into the street an'
is busy with our grub when the stage
comes In.
"But we all goes ovpr to meet an"cheer

up Whiskey Billy's mother when she gets
out. Enright goes first an' the rest trails
in an' plays liis system, sliakin' the old
lady's hand an' givin' her the word what a

success her boy is while he lives, an' what
a loss he is when he peters. It comes plumb
easy, tlnit mendacity does, for, as Texas
Thompson surmises she is shorely the beau-
tfulest old gray-ha'red old lady Whiskey
Billy's mother is, I ever sees put a handker¬
chief to her eyes.
" 'Dou't weep, raarm,' says Enrigrllt.

'This yere camp of Wolfville. knowln' Will-
yum an' his transcendent virtues well, by
'ppreciatin' its own onmeasured loss, puts
no limit on its sympathy for you.'
" 'Death loves a shinln'mark, marm,' says

Doc Peets, as he presses the old lady's
hand an' takes off his hat, 'an' the same

\\ 1 ! ( ^

bein' true, it's no marvel the destroyer ex¬
periments around ontil he gets your son
Wlllyum's range. We was like brothe s,
Willyum an' me, an' from a close, admirin'
friendship -which extends over the year an'
a half since he leaves you in the States
I'm shore qualified to state Willyum is
the brightest, bravest man in Arizona.'
"An' do you know, son, this yere, which

seems like mocke y while I repeats it now,
is like the real thing at the time? I'm a
Mexican if it all don't affect Texas Thomp¬
son so he sheds tears, an' Dan Boggs an'
Tutt, and Moore, an' Cherokee Hall, is
lookin' far from frivolous an' gay about
the eyes themselves.
"We all goes over to the O. K. House,followin' the comin' of the stage, an' leads

the old gray mother in to the side of her
son an' leaves her thar. Enright tells her,
as we turns cat-foot to trail dut so she
won't be pestered by the presence of us,
as how Doc Peets '11 come over in an hour
to see her, an' that as all of us '11 be jest
across the street, only a little call will
fetch us if she wants company.
"As we starts for the Ited Light to get

something to cheer us up, I sees her where
she is settin' with her arms an' face on the
coffin. It was great work, though, them
lies we tells; an' I notes the mother's
pride over what a good an' risin' man her
son has been halfway makes it even with
the grief she feels.
"Thar is only one thing which happens

to disturb an' mar the hour, an' not a whis¬
per of this ever drifts to Whiskey Billy's
mother. She's busy with her sorrow
where we leaves her, an' she never hears
a sound but her own sobs. It's while
we're waitin' all quiet an' pensive settin'
about the Red Light when an outlaw from
Red Dog comes trampin' in. Of course he
is ignorant of our bein' bereaved that
away, but he'd no need to bo.
" 'Whatever's the matter with you-all

Wolves yere?' he demands, as he comes
slammin' into the Red Light. 'Where's
all your howls?'
"Texas Thompson arises from where he's

settin' with his face in his hands, an'
wipin' the emotion outen his eyes, softly
an' reverentially bends a gun over this
yere party's head; which' he collapses into
the corner till called for. Then we-all sets
silent an* sympathetic ag'in.
"It's the next day when Whiskey Billy

takes his last ride over to Tuscon on a
buckboard. A dozen of us goes alongmak-
in' good our little bluff about Billy's
worth; Enright an' Peets in the stage with
the old mother an' the rest of us on oui'
ponies as a guard of honor.
" 'An' it is well, marm,' says Enright,

as we-all shakes hands as Billy an' his
mother leaves Tuscon, an' stands b'ar-head
to say adios, 'an' death quits loser half its
gloom when one reflects that while Willyum
dies, he leaves the world an' all of us
better for the inflooence he exerts among
us. Willyum may die, |ut his shlnin' ex¬
ample will live long to lead an' guide us.'

"I could see the old mother's eyes shine
with pride through her tears, when En¬
right says this; an* as she comes around
an' shakes hands an' thanks us all spe¬
cial, I was proud of the old chief of Wolf-
ville. So was we all, I reckons; for
when we're about a mile on the trail back,
an' all ridin' silent an' quiet Texas
Thompson all at once shakes Enright by
the hand an' says:
" 'Sam Enright, I aint reported as none

emotional or romantic, but I'm damned if
vou can't have anything I've got; an'
vere's the hand an' word of Texas Thomp¬
son on it.' " DAN QUIN.

THE CONVICTS PREPARE FOR THEIR OUTING.
Ilis name is familiar to every one, and
in the history of our great land you will
find a long account of him; and still he
had the reputation of pulling frogs to
pieces while they were alive; of leaving
mud turtles on the track for the passen¬

ger trains so that he could hear them pop;
and of putting kittens on the kitchen stove
to watch them while they danced.
Bad boy, do not be discouraged. Hope on,

for there may be a future for you. Do
not l6se hope when your parents talk back

at you. You hive just aa good a chance
to be known all over the world as the boy
of whom I have told you. He was poor,
too. He had to sow his wild oats, too, as
vou sav, but he steadily worked his way
on until at the time of his death he was

MISS
JOANNA WRITES

TO TP JOURNAL
The Central Park Gorilla Protests

feaiqst Jier RerqoVal frorq the
Zoo aqd Discusses

Many Things.

L

Miss Johanna, the famous ctiompanzee,
ias developed a new woman characteristic
nd has finally turned to the Journal as a

nedium for expressing the fullness of
entiment she feels regarding her en-

orced removal from New York. This is
vhat she says:
Bridgeport, Conn., Thursday, Feb. 20, '96.

Sditor of the Sunday Journal:
Dear Mr. Editor.
The Journal has always been courteous
0 me, so I wish to write and protest
igainst the unkind manner In which I have
>een treated, and as for Colonel Cniger, I
;liall never forgive him!
Imagine the feelings of a lady who has

)een surrounded by every luxury and re-

Inement, and who Is suddenly evicted,
lispossessed and thrown out of her boudoir
ind packed into a box with an oil stove
md carted off to this jay town to figure
is a freak in a wild beast show. I could
:ry my eyes out with rage and mortifica¬
tion!
Cannot the Sunday Journal bring the

perpetrators of this act to justice? Is there
So reparation to be made to a young and,
lias, unprotected female, when she has
met such treatment at the hands of those
wiiprn she had always thought of
friends?
Taken away from New York! There is

the hardest part of it. It is better to be a

street sweeper in New York than a bank

president in Oslikosh. And then, too, all
my little plans for the Winter to be
broken up. My studio teas in consequence
are a thing of the past. Those dear, de¬
lightful bohemian afternoons, when the
artistic world was at my feet. Perhaps I
shall have to give up my art! Perish the
thought. I would die first. I was doing so

well, too, in the art atmosphere in New
York, and the Academy of Design had hung
two of my black and white sketches on the
line.
ARE BRIDGEPORT AND ART STRANGERS?
What does Bridgeport know about art?

A commercial town, where no ambition
rises above owning a circus or building a

sewing machine. Bah! This Bridgeport
bourgeoisie sicken one!
And then, too, my bete nolr, that ex¬

tremely vulgar and chromatic mandril
monkey, accompanies me! This adds to
the misery of my position. Why does he
force his unwelcome attentions upon me:

He never moved In our set.

My late husband, Chlko, and, alas, my
enforced sojourn here revives his memory-
was so exclusive. He associated with a

crudely-colored mandril? Never! He would
have expired at the thought. Here I am

again back in the apartments where we

spent the happy days of our honeymoon.
Is it a wonder that I went into hysterics
when they brought me here? Ah, Chiko!
Chlko! those were happy days for you and
me!

1 cannot reconcile myself to the change.
It has broken up the pleasurable routine
of my life. I cannot find the patience to sit
down to my drawing again. And as for
my X ray experiments, I fear I have
broken them off forever. I was getting on
so nicely, too. Already I had secured
splendid interior views of my many friends
in Central Park.

A PEEP INTO MYSTERY.
I secured an apparatus and determined

to amuse myself by taking photographs of
the interiors of some of the inmates of the
Zoo. I secured many astonishing results.
Looking over the negatives I have by me,
I see a picture of some bear's grease that
I found inside the bear; a suspicion of
elephantiasis in the elephant; bullion in the
interior of the bull; a pole inside my friend
Dick, the polar bear; and a grain of rye in
the rhinoceros.
Indeed, the new invention Is truly mar¬

vellous. I have been advised to forward the
negatives to Edison, who, they tell me, Is
trying to manufacture the Crookes tube
(a part of the apparatus) on a much cheap-

known wherever tbe English tonrue was
spoken as Benedict Arnold, and em¬
body wanted to see him very much indeed
himVt? sheriff, who wouldn't recognize
mifnooi nen he was a 1)0J'i walked for

\v b hini Ha3 to find him and converse

*'*1^ him. M- hen he got there Mr. Arnold
ime'i He had thought of some-

in England that he wanted to go and

Some years ago, it will be remembered,
tfle great national economizer at Washing-

,
a Ku(lden spasm of retrenchment

which resulted in shutting off appropria¬
tions in the Department of Justice. This
left l nited Stales marshals the cheerful
alternative of footing the bills out of
their own pockets or of stopping the ma¬
chinery of Old Even-handed Justice The
marshal suddenly found himself without
funds, and a year at least ahead of him
before another session of Congress could do
him any good, even if it wanted to. As
a general thing, the United States marshal
Is not prepared to shoulder the financial
burdens of the United States at five min¬
utes' notice, and loan the national Treas¬
ury the money to administer speedy justice
tor a year at a time. So they did the
best they could.cut down expenses, bor¬
rowed of their friends and stood off the
balance until Congress met. It was a
time to try men's souls.
At that time the Marshal of Wyoming,

one of the most genuine gentlemen of Ger¬
man descent that I ever knew.and I've
known a good many of them.was neces¬
sarily absent from the Territory. One
afternoon, while the warden was over in
town buying beef for the prisoners, word
was brought to the guard that "The Kid"
was sick in his cell.very sick. The guard
got him something hot from the kitchen,
and, accompanied by the assistant cook,
an eminent life member of the peniten¬
tiary, went to The Kid's cell to adminis¬
ter it. As he handed tlie soup to the
patient he got a push from behind, and
pretty soon Tlie Kid and the cooker were
taking his revolver and bunch of keys from
liis person while they sat on top of him
and held his nose down in the blankets.
Then they went out of the cell and locked
the guard in. He told me afterward that
The Kid's recovery was the most sudden
transition from dangerous illness to vigor¬
ous health that he ever knew. When
other guards or wardens appeared during
the afternoon they were cordially met at
the portals by armed convicts, who es¬
corted them to their dungeons and care¬
fully locked them In. So along about

>r scale. Here is hoping his efforts msf
meet with success.
I drew a few caricatures this morning

of that idiotic mandril who is evidently
endeavoring to make advances to me. I
showed them to him, and he lost color for
the moment, but it was only for the mo¬
ment. He quickly regained it. What an

exceedingly highly tinted creature he 1st
A fellow of good spirits withal, apparently,
for he seems to take a rosy-colored view
of everything, especially himself. But
nothing seems to exasperate him more than
to have the sun come out after a shower,
because he immediately gets the Impression
that the rainbow .which follows is trying
to outdo him. fitis aggravation blinds
him to the fact that not even twenty
rainbows could outdo him in reds and bluea
and yellows. Really, he is positively lurid.
Now that I have progressed so far In my
black and white studies, I think I will
snatch some schemes of color from the
mandril.

FRIDAY AN EVIL DAY.
I think there must be something in the

popular superstition about Friday being an

unlucky day, for a week ago last Friday
Dick died. I have already mentioned Dick
to you. He Is.or was.the polar bear, and
a very old friend of mine. I liked Dick al¬
most as soon as he was Introduced to me.
That was when I first came to New York.
He was such a splendid hugsrer. Not that,
he ever hugged me.no, nol He and Ohlko
used to have many a wrestling match, and
though Chiko of course always won, Dick
never once lost his temper. Now he's dead,
poor old chap, and of pneumonia, too. And
he a Polar bear! Truly, 'tis one of life's lit¬
tle ironies.
My old chum. Professor Garner, Is back

from dear old Africa again. What a con¬
versationalist that man Is! He has Just
sent word to me that he will call and see

me, and how anxious I am, for he brings
me news of the loved ones at home. He
has seen all my folks, I hear, and has much
news for me. Moreover, he brings with
him a first cousin of mine, a most intelli¬
gent young fellow, who has been his com¬
panion in all hi3 travels and whom he la
educating.

SPARE HER BLUSHES.
Of course, as a young and Interesting

widow I will have no chance for confidences
with the professor. A chaperon will be
present. How I detest chaperons! I am
wild with longing to see him and hear the
news he brings. Hence, if my communica¬
tion is unconnected and Incoherent, the
readers of the Journal will pardon me, I
know. I am in such a state! Just as ner-i
vous as I can be, and so Impatient! Then,
too, this is the first time I have ever writ¬
ten anything for publication, and I am nat¬
urally nervous.
Well, they tell me now that I will be

back in New York at Madison Square Gar¬
den in a ,few weeks. Oh, joyful news I
Then I am to tour the country. This is bet¬
ter than Bridgeport, but had I my own
way I would prefer to stay in New York;
but then we are not always master of our
fate.

THOSE DREADFUL NERVES.
The Journal readers will pardon this un¬

connected, incoherent letter, I am sure,
when they understand my poor nerves have
been so dreadfully shaken by my sudden
change of plans, owing to cirematances
over which I .had no control. Now that
the facts of my eviction and the cavalier
treatment a lady has received at the hands
of cruel Colonel Cruger and others Is under¬
stood by the world at large, 1 can depend
upon popular indignation to right the wrongand bring the censure upon my persecutorsthat their action deserves.
?When my nerves get more quiet, when
the terrible effects of this midwinter dis¬
possess and journey, when the memories of
happier days, conjured up by my return to
this crude town will have died down, I hope
to write to the Journal again to fuller
length and better purpose my thoughts and
the impressions from1 my travels.

I shall also take pleasure in preparing for
publication a resume of the conversation I
will have with my dear old friend. Profes¬
sor Garner. Till then, adieu. Faithfully
yours, JOHANNA.

P. S..I shall Illustrate my next letter
myself, so there! J,

three o'clock the United States Peniten¬
tiary was in charge of the gentlemanlyhighwaymen and murderers of the RockyMountains. They did not rush off into
the adjoining country at once, but lingered
around the "pen" and enjoyed them¬
selves. The penitentiary is located across
the river from the town, so It was not
disturbed. The striped humorists pro¬
ceeded to harness the marshal's best team
to a spring wagon and to load the latter
with all the delicacies of the season. Theyalso took along several rllles and double-
barrelled shot guns, a tent and a fine
bird-dog, intending to rusticate in the
mountains for a few months In order to
enjoy much-needed rest and change of
scene. After dusk they told the warden
and guards that they were sorry to see
young men of such high social position in
such a place, but offered to intercede for
them with the Governor, left the keys out¬
side the big portals and went reluctantly
away.
We used to hear of them often afterward

on the road. All they seemed to do for a
living was to trade horses with people.
When thev saw a horse that they fancit'O
they would most generally kinder dickei
around with the owner 'JDtli they gyjt I**.
In this way they made a good deal 'ft
money. Ever and anon some Laramie
City man would come homo with a worn-

out, foundered horse that he. had secured
in one of thes.e trades in return for a flve-
hundred-dollar steed. They never gave
boot and yet always got a better horse
than they gave. Sometimes they would
stop the coach on. the Ilock Creek road,
and while The Kid traded horses with the
driver the others would trade watches and
pocketbooks with the passengers.
They had a real good time for quite a

long snell, and the pure, crisp air brought
back the flush of Haiti! to their waa
cheeks. They shot sage-hens and caught
mountain trout in pleasant weather, and
when they got worn out with ennui they
would go out and trade horses with a

stage coach.
One day they met the sheriff and

stumped him for a trade. While they
were haggling about It a squad of the
Sheriff's party slid up and captured the
whole outfit. When they were taken back
to the "pen," and The Kid lay down his
arms- at the request of the Marshal, he
said: "Major, I weaken. You've got the
bulge on us. After all, there's no place
like home. We've taken up arms agin our
fellow-man and got left. The pen is
mightier than the sword."

BILL NYE.


